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1. "Donr oh! man. kindly lend me ten dollars."
'

"Hey?"

^ Bang*Up yiffair.
< "Yes," said the Anareuist meaningly, 86 he referredto the Court function that was about to

take place, "It will be a bang-up affair."
And he was right. He had two pounds of dyAamitein his noeket at the time. And knew what

be was talking about.

Some U/ords lr> It.
GERALDI.\E~»Whnt dUl pa say when you

IKi***" asked hint for my band?
GERALD.I haven't prepared an expurgated

edition of bis speech yet.
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2. The little boy takes the dog home. It
^ ^ bat 'to^w^

a. omc? nt night. and the dog is
to
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"What is your decision?''
In the intensity of ills findings the man's v

bronzi d face turns- to copper, and lie clenches his
fist until he groans with the pain.
But she Vouchsafes him no reply. n

"You are so beautiful," he continues passion- ^
ately, "that you can well afford to be generous. v

Tell me. only tell me that you will grant my 0

prayer." t]
a

He leans back, exhausted by the effort. He

has been keeping up this sort of thing for the
last half hour, and it is no wonder that his brow
Is mildewed with the fearful strain. ^

Still the same ominous silence! Will she never
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ME lend 'ne ten dollars."

speak? Does she. mean to
treat his plea with silent contempt?

!y/ But he Is a man of perseveranceand resource. In
about fire minutes he thinks

up another epigram.
~i "My eyes," he begins, in a

Jr1^. distant, round the - corner

Qy \ voice, "are Sorely dazzled by
\V \ the sunlight of your loveliness.In but a little while I

p Wmi 7 % must return to the home of

I my fathers.I mean my fattrer'"he flclds, hastily correct/Ing himself."and bathe then)

.my eyes, that Is.with rose

^ 77^/^' water. Do you mean to send
me from your presence the
happiest or the most miser.vable of men ?'

*/ i He has triumphed. Her

f eye8 °Pen.an<* she speaks.
^ /r /y \ "All right," she murmurs. '

v Rifling a yawn. "I give in,
^y~C' // ^ lor I don't want to sit up all

h1§ W' night. You may take your >

kiss, dear boy, and for goodVW"fej ne®s sake %° home. I'm get- i

r r^-L tlng sieep?"
Ii? Coud^st ^u; YorK.

f%$g$$y' " O" I MR. SIDE STREET.Ah,
[v*S my poor friend, what makes

k\ N you look so pale and worn to-

^ ' / day?
(

MR. AVENUE.I couldn't
av y' catch a wink of Sleep all

night. Those confounded L
trains, just as I was fallingcoop.
into sweet slumber, stopped
running. 3

<S>4>
^ Tfa <;ause. f

-S ASSISTANT.What's the

^ row In the waste basket? Has
f the cat got Into it?

EDITOR.No; It's your last f

~jj poem. Its feet are so bad

!r ^il that It cannot help stumbling <
'

# ||jp| ovgr'Itself. i

Solomon's Judgiqeiit.
\ >,», Solomon sat on his pneu\j matlc, adjustable and antlc'mfethrone there came be..rehim two mothers, and

* An AKt Ti'Vili'h
co.«-n «/* tiaiujru uiai " uivu

glad was dearer to them than life.
"It's mine!" swore one.

"She tells a story; 'tis mine!"sworethe other. And wit>!nesses without number came

Into the court and swore to
^ .^ / the whole truth and nothing

^ but the trutll, but there was a

" lie out- somewhere,
to; :Lj-) Said Solomon the Great,

^ drawing his snickersnee: "I
will cut it lu two, and each

ul!r^A take a half and go your ways."

fli ."Good enough!" cried one.

"No, no!" shrieked the other;

^ Jv "1 would not see it harmed.
A. V 1 fV/jj) IvOt her take it all, though 'tis

"Aha!" said Solomon, sheathinghis snickersnee, "it is
yours, I know, for how could
the owner of a brand new '07
model -lament to seeing it

,->p < hofli*-d in half ?"

flutual Concession.
"Thej' are a very de-
oted coui>le." '

"Yes. When they were '|H
aarrled she at once took

.rheel, and he, not to l>e ~~ jj ijgHn jj|
utdone, Insisted that

"" t
lielr first baby be named
fter her make."

Time's Gbanrtes hbEb
OLD GENTLEMAN- I
es, yes, I like to look at

aese maps in the geoglphiesami see the (
hanges since I was a I
aiid. Ah, here Is the
orthwest Territory, but A f
doesn't seem to be the JCZ . JL
ame shape it used to be. % ,P~
MABEL.Oh, grand- T~ T~^
ither, that isn't the \r~.- <>cr'"l
orthwest Territory.
hat's Chicago.

^
t n

/TJear? l95ir)uatiooKIT.Hetold me lie
ved the ground I
alked on.
JUNO.I didn't know
>u were a land owner. 1. On the street

murder.
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o. ien dollars:"
"Hoy?"

Superstitioq iq Womaq.
"For downright Idiotic, superstitious, wenkmlndod,gullible credulity," growled Judkins,

"recommend me to a woman. Give away a pair
of my trousers to an old nigger hoodoo to charm
warts off the children's hands! Madam, are you
aware that this is almost the twentieth -century
and not the middle ages?" >

"It does seem a little silly," said Mrs. Judkins
mildly, "but I've heard of such things being done.
You know those trousers, John, were the pair you

f hrtirtrr-At* -f V* * > a! n n n/1
lui r vu mc ifx » it un/»»iur i*iin uaj auu uixcn

iside."
"It's not the trousers, madam; It's the childish,

Imbecile, fatuous puerility of the thing* Besides,
[ left a buckeye tu one of those pockets, madam,
:hat I've been carrying for rheumatism the pAst
.hree years." *
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U/apted /T\opey for tl?e
MRS. HOYLE.Have you named your baby

ret?
MRS. DOYLE.No, times are so bad we can't

ind anvbodv we really want to name him after.

Sequ^nce."Tourdaughter doesn't take much after her
nattier.""No," the old man muted. "Whichever of thrm

lets the first ichaek at me takes substantially cvcrykinff."
' THE STROKE OP TEN

By the author of "Effle
Wee Willie Winjcy," '

treblt Charlejf the
Dope," "Little L

Leander Ostrander entered the beryl hath
of the mansion of his beloved one for the thi

etlwtime. In other words, he had been keep
steady company for fifteen weeks. On the n

row the lovely object of Lis yoong alTeetk
Kfrances Ffloyd -f'folliett, wonld sail for Bur
with her stern and uncompromising papa. It t

to-nlgfit or never with the young man. He ]

Just an hour In which to propose. It was n

f), and at the stroke of 10 the awful voice of
Ffolliet would announce the time, and he wo

have to go.ample time for some men, but a!
Leander was tongue tied. Heaven send ttp*t
stutfer less than usual this night.

ft seemed an age to him before tno entrantgirlcame down the ebony stairs arrayed in jp
pie and extremely fine linen.
"Good evening, I/eandcr," said sh*. beam

»* him with the power of a search light.
"Ga^-gog gug-gug good o-e-e-e-cveningT Ffr

FfrufT-Ffruff-Ffniff-Ffrancis. This Is the 1*1
last tut-tut-tiDle I'll sbasBus-sua-sua-sus-see j
Wuf-fuf-fuf-fore you giig-gug-go to Europe, a t

1 wa-wa-waut :«> nay sus-sun-aomething."
The benutlfu y .yug creature gLancci*! at

THINGS NOT ALWAYS UHAi
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it looked like an attempt at *

r

Not Truth, but Sranger Thar] Fiction
He was handsome, gallant, dashing, and had

the reputation of being a lady-killer. With his
nerve in his hand he hazarded a call upon a thor
oughly up-to-date young woman.

"Sir!" she remarked when he arose and turned
the gas lovrer even than prosperity wages, "I requestthat you turn that gas up again or my
father will have you arrested for trespass. If

you jpake any demonstrations of a violent characterthis evening 1 will have you put under
bonds to keep the peace. And I may as well in- 1

form you that I have already procured an injunctionenjoining you from kissing or attempting to

kiss me. Now, you see how matters stand." e
Indeed, she was a girl of the period; but the

simple fact that she was a girl renders it almost
superfluous to remark that the above story is.not
true. ..

A

4. "I say chase j'ourself. you 'loaf old fool!'

f\ /T\i8ir?:erpretatioo.
MkS. DEWTELL.It aggravates pie orful tew

hear people He.
MR. DEWTELL.What'# thcr matter ueow?
MRS. DEWTELL-Why. oY Cy Prime wuz

talkin' terday 'bout "our furrin' relations." when
1 know puffeckly well there hnint never bin a
Prime thet didn't live in Podunk.

;

fi Dead C'v/e u/av.

REV. MR. OOODTH1NG.What did your papa
say when he came home, from that fishing trip?

JOHNNY BfcOWN.He sjjJd. " 'Low. Johnny,
(hie) whersh muzzer ain'tsh got shupper enoksh
yet(hic>?

; Or, NOT ft TEN-STRIKE,
ind Lucy." "The Pet Canary,"
'Roh and His Rabbits," "Cen-
Plug Ugly." "Duped by

lily's Party," etc., etc.

v^y priceless clock (the price mark had been reirtl-moved) that stood "on the real chinchilla mantel.
>ing 'Hurry, Leander, hurry. Hemolnber father and

lor- the stroke of 10." Her woman's intuition (a
>u*. present from her mother) told her thai Leander
ope was trying to propose, and she could scarce re*

vas presa the '"yes" that lay under her tongue.
tiflTl "I rur-rur-rur-rurrur-rur-remeniber liiui too

low well. The th-th-th-th-thought of him tnt-tut-tutMr.
ties my tongue li-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-ti-tighter than

uld ever. Ffvuff-t'fruff-FfruffiFfrances, I have bib-
las! bib-bib-lWn 'calling here fuf fvil" fuf-fuf I'or fifhe

teen weeks, ami all because I want you to change
yonr nnn-mm-najne from Ffniff-Ffruff-Ffruflf

ing Ffrancos Ffluff-Ffluff-Fflulf-Fftoyd FfulT-Ffutf ur-Ffufli-Ffuff-Ffufr-Ffuff-Ffuff-FfufT-Ffuff Ffol".
"Ten o'clock!'" roared the dread voice of Mr.

in« Kfollk-tt, and with the fateful sentence still, on
tils lips Leander Ostrandor passed oul Into the

uff- night, and Ffrances, with a "yes" bubbling up It!

lai- her throat, Cell backward oh the figured burlap
fou sofa and fuf-fuf- (excuse me; I've gotten so used
m4 to spelling.I.eandT's conversation that 1 dropped

Into it myself) fainted,
the TIJK IpND.
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2. But this is what it really was.a woman
caching for a bottle and a man chopping off the
tend of a chicken.

j-lis period of pou/er.
MISTAH JOHNSING.I's gwine to be a great

man an' dat right soon.de great^s' man dub.
ebah lived.
MISS SM IFF-How, niggah?
MISTAH ,IOHNSI\0_Whp
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Jfl6 Status.
CITY MAN (among the Allegash Hills).Your

neighbor, Deacon Shellbark, is pretty.ah.'close,"isn't he?
ABNER APPLEDRY.Close? He's too blamed

jtingy to entertain bis own opinions.

A BUTCHER'S LOVE.
Oh! could I but my love re-veal

In words beefitting you I
But such a cow-ard I am made
By those kind eyes of blue!

I'm dreaming of )?ou day and-night;
In short, I cannot stoo.

And as a Chinaman would say,
"My love you'll find 'first chop.' "

I never sausage loveliness!
And, should you pass me b^

My feelings would Be "aft cut up.
Pork creature I would die!

The world's a different stall to md^ «

Since on your face I've looked.
Oh, tell me you will be my love,

Or else my mutton's cooked!
.
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Kloqdyke Justice.
JUDGE LYNCH (sternly).Walrus Bill, you'are

charged with attempting to kill your pardner,
Three-flngered Smith, entirely without provocation,What have, you to sav for yourself?
CULPRIT.Without provocation? Huh! Him

an' me was stand in' in front of the Howlin' Wolf
Saloon when a -stranger passed by, an' Threefingeredasked me who he was. I answered that
he was some feller from Juneau, an' he giggled
an' asked. "Juneau him?" An' then, yer honor.
I Jest
JUDGE LYNCH.Served him mighty right, too!

You are discharged on condition that you go an'
warn the festive Mr. Smith that the next time he
indulges in any s<vh an offence against common

decency as that he'll have to answer to {his Court,
an' from the head of a barrel! Things is new an'
raw here, an' jill that, but a man can go too far.
too gosh-darned far.even here!

fiou; it is f/ou/.
FOOTE.Reckless drivers used- to be the terrorof pedestrians, l»Qt things are changed nowadays.
nrir 1-i- r> it.

FOOTK.Since btovrling has become popular
the reckless drivers frVStlge the wron^k of the


